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TbeHiftoryof 

%m as hot as molten Lead, and as heauie too : God keep Lead 
nutofme I need no more weight then mine ownebowelsrlhaue 
led mv rae of Muffians where they are pepera : theres not three 
of my 1 50. left aliue, and they are for the comics «d,tobe ffie 
during life. But who comes heere ? Enter the Prt.cc. 

Prince What ftandft thou idle heere? lend mee thy Sword, 
Many a Noble man lies ftarke and flifre, 

Vhdcr the houes of vaunting ene mies, 

Whofe deaths are yet vnreueng d,l-prethce lend me thy Sword, 
Fa/. O Ha /,1 prethee giue me leaue to breathe a while:T Ur ke 
Greaorit neucr did fuch deeds in armes, as 1 haue done this day ; 

I hauc payd Percy, 1 haue made him hire. 

Prince. He is indeed,andliuwgto lull thee 5 

I prethee lend me thy Sword. . 

Ed. Nay before God Hah if Ptrcybt aliue, thou getft not j 
my fword, but takeray piftoll if thou wilt. ‘ ' 

pmee Giue it me: what? is it in the cafe? 

Pdf. I H*J,tis hot, theres that will facke a-Cirie. 

The Prince drives it out^and findcs it a, hotted of Stfckc* 
prince What,isita«imeto ieft and dally now 

He thrones the Bottellat him. Exit . 

Ed. 1 (Percy be aliue, He pierce him, if he do come in my way, 
fo : if he do not,if I come in his willingly, let him make a Carbo- 
nadoofme. Hike notfuch grinning honour as firWdter\&h\ 
giueme life, which if I canlaue, fo : if not, honour conaes va- 
liookt for, and theres an end. 

sAhrme, excurfions, enter the King, the Prince, Lord John 
of Lancafier , and Parle of Wefimer land. 

King I prethee withdraw thyfdfe, thou bleedeft too 

much ; Lord John of Lancafier, goe you with him. 
p.lohn Not I,my Lord, vnlelfe I did bleed too. 
prin. Ibcfeechyour Maieftie makevp. 

Left your retirementdoe amaze your friends. 

xi. I will do fojmy I.. oiWeflmerland, leads him to h'*s 1 er ‘" 
Weft. Gome, my Lord, He leade you to your T ent. 

Prince Leade me my Lord, I doe not need your helpe; 

And God forbid a (hallow fcratch lliould driue ^ 
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r . . nrinC e o {Wales from fuch a field as this, 

Where ftainde Nobilitie lies troden on, 

A nd Rebels Armes triumph in maiTacres. 

John We breathe too long, come coofcn Weftmerland, 
Our duty this way lies •• For Gods fake come. 

Erin. By God, thou haft deceiu d m c Lancafter, 

I did not thinkethee Lord of fuch afpiritj 
Before I loud thee as a brother lohn. 

Rut now I doe refped thee as my foule. 

- Km I faw him hold Lord P^ atthepoynt, 

W'irn luftier maintenance then I did lookc tor 
Offuch an vngrowne Warrier. 

pm. 0,this Boy lends mettall tovsall. , f**' 

Vowg. Another King, they grow IikeHydras heads, 

I am the Dewjftts fatall to thofe 

-f Xhatwearethofe colours on them. What art thou 
That counterfeitft the perfon of a King? 

Ki. The King himfelfe, who Bawglat grieuss at heart. 
So many of his fhadowes thou haft met. 

And not the very King : I haue two Boyes. 

Seeke Percy and thy felfe, about the Field } 

But feeing thou fall ft on me fb luckily , 

I will alfay thee, and defend thy felfe. 

Borer. I feare thou art another Counterfeit^ 

And yetin faith thou bear’ft theelikeaKing: 

But mine I am furc thou art, who ere thou be ; 
Andthuslwinnethee, , . . 

Theyfioht, the King being in danger, enter prince of Wales* 
Prince. Hold vp thy head vile Scot, or thou art like 
Neuerto hold it vp againe,the fpirits 
Ofvaliant Sher/y, Stafford, Blunt, are in my Armes, 

It is the Prince of Wales that threatens thee, 

Who neuer promifeth, but he meancs to pay. 

They fight, ‘Doroglas fiieth. 

Cheerely my Lord, how fares your Grace? 

Sir Nicholas Gawfey hath forfuccour fent. 

And fa hath Clifton : lie t o Clifton ftrait. 

Kino. Stav. and breathe a while, 


